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Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy,
Liueand begeta happy race of Kings:

Edwairds unhappy {onnes do bid thee flourifh.

Eater the ghoft of Queene Anne bis wife.

Richard, Thy wife that wretched Anne thy wife.
That neuer {lepta qujet houre with thee,
Now fils thy {leepe with perturbations,
To morrow in the battailethinke one me,
And fall thy edgelefle {word, defpaire and die,
ToRich. Thou quiet foule,{leepe thou aquiet fleepe,
Dreame of fuccefle and happy victory,
Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee.

Euter the ghojt of Buckingham.

The firft was I that helpt thee to the Crowne,
The laft was I thatfelcthe tyrany,
O in the battell thinke on Buckingham,
And diein terror of thy guiltinefTe:
Dreame on,dreameon,of bloudie deeds and death,
Fainting difpaire,difpairing yeeldthy breath,

ToRich. I died for hopeere I could lend thee ajd,
But chearethy heart, and be thou not difinaid,
Godand good Angelsfight on Richmonds fide,
AndRichard fals in height of all his pride.

K. Richard farted out of a dreame,

- KRuch. Giue me anothrr horfe,bind vp my wounds :
Haue mercy Iefu : oft I did but dreame.

O coward confcience,how doeft thou affict me?

Thelights burne blew, it is not deade midnight:

Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling flefh,

- What doe I feare my felfe? theres none elfe by,

Richard loues Richard,thatis Tam I,

Is there a murtherer here, No. yes Tam,

Then flie, what fiom my {elfe?great reafon why,
Leaft I reuenge. What?my f&lfe vpon my felfe;

Alacke I loue my felfe,wherefore ? for any good
That my felfe hath done voto my felfe;
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of Richard the Tird.

. alas I rather hate my felfe,
g;r‘?mefull deeds comr?ittcd by my felfe :
illaine,yet Ilye,I am not.
;Zr:l: :f thy {::@fe {peake well,foole doe not flatter,
My confcience hath a thoufand feuerall tongues,

§  Ardeuery tongue briagsin a feueral] tale.
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: Lords,

And euery tale condemnes me for a villaine :

| Periury,inthc higheft degree,

Murder, fterne murder,inthe dyreft degree,
All feuerall finnes ,all vide in each dcgrgc, T
Throng all to the barre cryingall, guiltie,guiltie,

"‘ | Lihall difpaire, therc is no creature loues e,
1 Andifldie,nofoule fhall pittie me :
* And wherefore fhould they? firice that Imy felfe,

ind in my (elfe,no pitry to my {elfe.
i(e thcuggt the fou!lss o)fl all that I haue mutthered
Came to my tent, and euery one did threat
Tomorrowes vengearice on the head of Richard
' Enter Ratcliffe.

- Rat My Lord.

King. Zounds, who is there ?

" Rar.My Lord tis I: the earely village cocke,

- Haue thricedone falutation to the morne.

Your friends are vp, and buckle ontheir armour,
King.Q Ratcliffe,1 have dream’d a fearefull dreame

- What thinkft thou, will our friends proue all true ?

Rat. No doubt my Lord.

- King. O Ratcliffe 1feare, Ifeare,

Rat.Nay good my Lord be not affraid of fhadowes.
King. By the Apoftle Paal,thadowes to night
Haue firooke more terrour ro the foule of Richard,

E T_hcn can the fubftance of ten thoufand fouldiers
- Amedin proofe, andled by thallow R jehmond.

- -snot yerneere day come goe withme, -

b nderour tents Ife play the ewefe-dropper,

| “°heareifany meane to (hrinke from me.

\.‘

Enter the lords to Richmond.
Good morrow R ichmond,
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